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To 


Sir TimoThy GAU PD, of 
Gaudy-Hall, Norfolk, 


1 Is this OPERA of the 


| . anon Counteſs, Cc, 
| Moſt Humbly Dedicated, 


By his Faithful Humble Servant, 


MoR TIMER, 


| N. B. I ſhould have wrote a Formal Dedica- 

1 tion, Great Sir, but having receiv'd no Gratuity 

$ for the laſt Favour, though deliver'd neatly . 
1 bound, gilt, and letter a 1 beg, for this once, 

F- #9 he excusd. | 
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Aurnon and PLarun, i in ; the Green-Room. 
r a. Ur e eee 
AV, rot me then, if 1 have ſtoll'n er 
N Grain, Sir — Tis all new, upon my 
| and Honour —And then the Charatters? 
are they not well adapted ?— Why, who' do you 
think I ſtrike at in that of Lady Woodmore ?—— 
What do you think of [whiſpers]. Dur Ot. 
— Then let the 752 Deer 80 weep, Bs 
The Hart ungalld go play. 
Aud then 1 am ſo well acquainted with the Secret: 
Hiſtory of her Ladyſhip, that no Perſon under 
the Sun can be better 0 chan 14 ſelf 9 
write on fuck as Subject. 


295 


Pl. [Offering the Opera] * no Objeftion 
to either the Plot or Stylè of 'your Opera, Sir; 
they are both, in their way, as good as can 
be expected from any modern Author; but, 
ſince I have had the Inſpection of the Dra- 
matick Pieces that have been preſented ſince 
the Death of my' very good 'F riend and Bro- 
ther, it has been always my peculiar Care to avoid 
Satire and Scandal upon any Score (otherwiſe we 
might give Affront to our beſt Patrons) and to 


UB 2] ſee 


INTRODUCTION. 
ſees f a Author, in 2 ee Relpetl, keeps keeps to 
ths Sing-long way of ob Sr RE * 7 


Aub. Inſtitution of the Drama, Sir ny, 
Sir, my Opera Took Riſe _ nt of D 
N K 5 * J 8 T = 7 


[I 


Play. The Truth is hot to be baue, at al rims, 
Sir — remember chat. 


Auth. Well, Sir, 1 fad y you are refoly'd not to 
encourage Wit -— !—I am highly af- 
| fronted, and this Stag feel my Rees 
[Takes the bob Fong is a 11 LTabes a 
Boot cu 915 bis Pocket }Which 1 wr rot this Houſe; 
191 ou, Tom, I 2 made the Hero: But I am 

like a \ ee that Tit e' throw. it in 
ets the Rabble. at, Gi oda *-Fields, and let it 
be damn'd without 4 Nane. 


ki. Don't be writ, Sir 1 — e 
of ſomething for your Advantage — Wha. think 
you of the Tease in the Hay-market? There are 


2 Parcel of ſmart- e l who ive. by their 


Wits, and have Good nature enough to ob 
| an Author 1 in * _ he can e bg 


* 


ay thts But 1 hate chat Houſe, 8 1. Been 
r abus ' d by bad Writers, that a Man no 
1c capable < ual — ſelf, would find it a hard 
Task to make his Play. run aboye Forty Nights. 


iy. But you 6p fon improve *. Sir 


K — — 288 


INTRODUCTION. _ 
Auth. Right, thou ſay'ſt well, Tom ; and now, 
before all theſe Ladies in the Green-Room, I pro- 


miſe to make that Houſe exceed this in leſs than 


a——ay, this Seaſon, or the Beginning of next. 
— So, Sir, I am yours; and, if I ſucceed, you 
ſhall be my Infpetior General, Tom; for 
Tho Writers in Times paſt were not their Friends, 
The preſent Time ſball make em large Amends. 
i .xExeunt. 
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2 THE 


WaxToN Co UNTESS, Sc. 


ACT Il. SCENE I. 
AAToom in Mrs. Skilful's s Houſe. : 
Enter Lady Woodmore and Mrs. Skilful. 


| Le Vi 
o Comfort! no Relief —5 
— 


it not ſtrange, Mrs. Skil ful, that 
a Perſon of my Complection 
mould be in this Condition? 
Skil. Did your Ladyſhip take 
DN th _ — and mundi- 
A hung Elettuary ! 
L. Wood. Ves; but al your 
Medicines have proved ineffectual 5 
Seil. Then Sir 7 * en muſt * 
| N cold! 
Wood. Cold The is all over 8 mere 12 
vf Ice. If he did not breath and ſhore 0 Nights 


B I nught 


1 


| [ 10 ] os 
'1 might ſwear he was dead; they are the only 
Signs of Lite about him — Certainly no Won 
has been ſo much deceiv'd in a Husband !— © 
Stil. Your Ladyſhip muſt e en uſe ſome other 


I. Mood. I care not what I do — Fll return to 
dear Exglaud, and ſpend the Summer at the Bath; 
Fkil. O! Madam, your Expectation will be 

baulk' d; Death hath ſwept away the charitable 
young Doctors from that Place, and the Ladies 
who ſympathiſe with you, go now to Tunbridge, 

ot to Scarborough, and yet find no Relief. Thoſe ; 

Wells have been viſited by Perſons of every Ran 

from a Dutcheſs to a Citizen's Wife, but [/aghs] 
without any other Satisfaction than cornuting 


their Husbands, and ſpending their Money. 
L. Wood. I value not what Expences I am at, if - | 
I can accompliſh my Deſign. _ 


ATR I. © Packington's Pound. 


A Aan tbat will wed at the Age of Three-ſcore, 
Who has but the Uſe of his Hands, and no more, 
Tet thinks that he always may paſs Duty-free, 
Inn Reaſon and Conſcience cornuted ſhould be: 
For why ſhould a Wife, 

Since Deſire is rife, , 
Be bred up in Ignorance all ber whole Life * 
That vile Impoſition, for Better for Worſe, 

_ The Spawn is of Prieſt-craſt, the Laity's Curſe. 


lil. Madam, will your Ladyſhip give me leave 
to recommend a — _ | 
- L. Mood. Name him, 
Ski. Count Wriggle. 


Z Li Mood. 5 


F 18 1 


I Wood, O' my Conſcience there is ſomething 


pleaſing in his Name | think, Mrs. Siu Bus 5H 


can I confide in you? 

Keil. Silence inLove-Affairs j is a principal Branch 
of a Midwife's Buſineſs She who W n 
muſt expect little Practie. 

L. Wood. My Heart falls me! 

Seil. Conſider the Neceſſity, an. and let 
' that inſpire A with-Couragel  » 

' L-Woed: I wiſh it were removed. 

Sil. You are going the ready way to affect it — 
vou know where the Count is iſt now, my 
Lady, and twill be a fine Opportunity [the Chun 
teſs walks, then turns about] Nay, nay; don't re- 
tract; he is a Man of Parts, and has ſo much 
Good - nature, that he will not refuſe you, tho 
you were to ſue in Form” Paper I will meet 
your Ladyſhip when you return, and in the mean 
time ſep | to « Cloyſters, and pray for Succeſs. 

[Exit Lady Woodmore. 


AIR IL 0, how haypy are we, &c. | 


© Can a Midwife do leſs „ 
Than help in Diſtre js, ; 
(At bound by ber Oath) ev'ry Woman ? 
 Procreation's a Thing, 
From a Beggar to a King, 1 
There is nothing in Naum more common. 
LEA 


8 CE N E II. 5 
- Court: wre at a Table, with a Biok i in bis Had, 


Enter a Servant. R * 
Kob. Sir, a Lady, who will not ſhew Ra Face, 


or tell her Name, lays ſhe muſt ſpeak with you 
2 n 


B 2 C. Wrig.. 
EY | 


* * E gh — 8 Is D bas! * 
4 - . * < "© 
: « : 


ate; 
IX 


[it] 
ui A daft. off Miſtres by ter Aſſiranie, 
wk . is as odious to me, as the Im 


bo Hair of a Dun to a Gentleman, who has 
t Half A Crown ut his Pocket + — admit her. 


AIR Ill. There; is a pretty Maid, Gt, 


How charming is a Vi ir before ſbe is 6 d, 
- With a Fa, la, la, Gr. 
But when our Hopes are crown'd, O then we 5 bon are 
Wi th ber Fa, la, la, Gr. [cl d, 
And, when grown ſtale, c.. 
She loſes all her Charms, 
No more ſhe can prevail, 
Me caſt ber from ar m 3 
For who can bear 
A caterwauling Qutan 
To thunder in his Ear, 
Aud all bis Senſes drain? 


By ba a poor Whore. i is a abe Animal. 
Cle reads. 


Hail, potent Deity ! myſterious Gol 
Who can tay various Qualities untold ? 


Here is a Queſtion which would have DENG all 


the Oracles of Greece. 


Al R IV. Ilove thee; by Heaven, &c. 


When brimful of Love, mighty Jove bad eſſay u, 
To gratiſy ſtrong T:clination, 

28 ſruitle s did prove all the Schtmes be bad laid, 

2 ſerd d bat to beigbten his — ö 


8 = * 3 nora 
4 | ut 


1 
1 Metamorpho d at laſt to a Shower of Cold, | 
Admittance be gain d without Risk, 0.5 | 


The 705 pleas 'd the fair Royal Maid, and grown bold; 
They alled the Lovers AP Freed. 85 


8 Eiter e. " 
SG Energy uncontroulable?* where Light enters, 
1 Gold will find a Paſſage; nay, I. am miſtaken, it 
it does not open a Way to the darkeſt Recelles 
LLady Woodmore advances.) 1 
4 . Wood. Ah! the Count turn'd Poet! What. 
Planet. rul'd at your Nativity : Have you choſe 
a lofty Topick? 
C. Mrig. The moſt ſublime in the Univerſe, 
my Lady; tis Gold, all-powerful Gold: 55 
which yon and I love, and all Mankind moit 
eagerly purſues. N 
L. Wood. Truly, Count, you err in that Par- 
ticular. 
Ci. Wrig. How, Madam! are you not a Wo- 
man? and yet pretend to be Proof againſt Gold? 
Tis that, Madam, makes the Courtier cringe to 
you; the Phyſician attend you, and the Prieſt 
pray for you: Tis here, and nere alone, the 
World pays an unconditional Obedience, and, if 
you diſcredit my Aſſertion, Ill bring the whole 
Conclave of Cardinals to affirm it. ; 
I. Wood. Believe me, Sir, I am an 8 
to your General Rule; ; for 1 look npon Gold 
with as much Contempt, as others do with Joy 
Potie's it ] have a plentiful Eſtate, a Husband- 
too, but (/;gbs) no Heir to inherit «-— 
C. Wrig. Lady Woodmere, by Love! (aſade) 
Madam, favour me with your Hand, and I tell 
you your Fortune. 
L. Wood. Is the Poet turn\d Conjiler?- _—_ 
try your Skill. C. "MM 


+ #4 F 


43h. = DR 
C. Wrig. [fave ſpent Years in ſtudyin 
Palm tis a noble Art, — 
of late; for "horn are ſo many ſtrolingPretenders— 


L. Wood. Who know as little of the matter as 
you do — Uſe no moxe. 


= ber Hand.] 
| | C. Wrig. Lady, your e Lib "in le 
| You have a large Table, S 
N —- two Husbands — better yet one San, and 
| ..two Daughters. — Let me 1 — the Boy will 
live; but, faith, Madam, you muſt provide Cof- 
fins for the Girls. Now, Lady (looking up and 
ſmiling) there is one Man, any only one, who 
can beget theſe Children. 

I. Wood. Shall I not hear his Name? 

C. Wrig. It begins with a W. 

IL. Wood. And mine? 

C. Wrig. With the fame. 

I. Wood. [She pulls off ber Nast. In the Name 
of Venus, which way could you diſcover me ? 

C. Mig. In the Name of Mercury, how could 
you pretend to conceal yourſelf? — There is a 
wonderful Virtue in Sympathy; beſides, Madam, 
| have a Familiar, who performs Miracles. 

L Wood. Is your Familiar inviſible? 

C. Wrig. No, Madam; but if you deſire to be 
better acquainted with him, I maſh requeſt your 
Ladyſhip to walk into the next Room. 

L Wood. Bleſs me ! I dare not; tis your Bed- \ 
—_ Td 

Wrig: Theififarewel all Hopes, of an Heie. 

LW }Voo Does your Familiar underſtand Pal- 
meſtry © 

C. HW "ge. He 1 is an Adept, I do aſſure you, 

A Madam.” 
| 4 Wood. 
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L. Woed. Muſt] then make an Experiment ? | 


Al R V. Of, what mean I fooliſh, Maid. _ 
' Good Sir, what ict you mean to do? | 


Muſt I your Coun ow purſue ? © 
Muſt I, dear Youth, by you te led 7 By. 
By you ſeduc'd unto your Bed? 5, 
| By you ſeduc'd unto your Bed? 
6 I. ſball, 1 ſhall rue the Pla, 
Ob! I ſhall rue the Place. 1 


C. Wrig. Robin. 


> | Emer Robin. ifs A 
[The Count vbi eri. Exit Robin. 92 


Al R VI. Ye Helis of Plexſure. 


_— 
- 


Op | Tour Serwples give over, Au 


Be free with your Lover, Wh 
While I play the Rover, . 7 
Ad ſeize all your Iands  _ 
Without any Pother, 
Fu male you a Mother, 
As ſoon as an other, 
TOO 0 


[Exeunt. 
| of Weder Robin. | | 
Rob. If pimping be the Road to Preferment, 1 


Mall certainly be a Great Man before I die. But 


SO ſhould 1 doubt 5 it, Rack I have known 157 
\ 


* 


[x6] 


ral- jump into Employments, who had no other 

Qualification to - recommend them. [Oe knocks 

without, Robin goes to the Chamber-Boor:] Sir, Sir. 
Durd. without, WAL TVS me erer 21 


wil come in, Sirrab! e 0 


Erter Van Dunder, 8 Robin beſo bins 


Rob. Pray, Sir, conſider : 
Dund. Surah, F will not conſider, chereföre no 
more Words — Where is the Count K 

Rob. To tell you the Fruth, Sir, he has pro- 
{trated himſelf Within, and gave me poſſitive Or- 
ders not to diſturb him. 

Dund. Proſtrated himſelf! — Very well, I un- 
derſtand you. Sirrah, you are a Dog! in a Doublet, | 
and your Maſter is now paying his Adoration at 
the Altar of Love; but | ſhallpoil his Sport. 

Rob. I aſſure you, Sir, my Maſter is 2 a very 
devout Poſture, there:ore let me. entreat you not 
to interrupt him. | 
Duzd. Truly, Sir, I ſhall not regard your En- 
treaties, for I am determined to interrupt him, 
— Oonds, Sirrah, a devout e's is as great a 


Rarity, as a pes 1 or a charitable 
Prieſt. 


Enter Count Wriggle ns 400 1 
L. Wood. Nothing but Ill-luek attends me 
Ha! my Unele here ----- Count, es you are a 
Man of Honour, conceal my Name and Perſon. | 
C. Wrig. This Way, Madam, leads to the Back 
Stairs [Exit L. Woodmore ad Robin, An 
cr Yan Nuuder, a good Day to you, 
Dund. I am pleas d to find that you are not to- 
tally obſorbed in Biggotiy — At whoſe Shrine 
"Jorg Ig been facrificing this Morning? 
- Wrig 


*. 
O N * 
. — ? 


ee. 
N. 


4 


[ ix] 


C. Wrig. Lou are merry, Mn Heer, and it 
gives me unſpeakable Satisfaction, that I can any 
way contribute to your Diyerſion — Howeyer I 
would take it as a Favour if you would explain 


your felt. t ,, i: not es. 
Dun. It is no matter, Count, you muſt break- 


faſt with me; for this Morning, my Niece Clara 


goes into a Nunnery, dedicated to St. Bridget. 
C. Wrig.. How juſt is Heaven !—but ſure this 
Judgment's too ſevere for an intended Treſpaſs. 
[4þde.] —A Nunnery, Sir ! ti e 
Dun. Yes, Sir, a Nunnery — my Words are 
plain, and need not to be repeated. | 
C. Wrig. Muſt that dear beauteous Virgin be 
made the Property of ſome brawny Jeſuit 


AIR VII. Pinks and Lilies. 


We know that Prieſts and Friars, 
Whatever they pretend, 
Are but religious Liars, 
And cant to gain their End, 


How wretched is a Maiden, 
When ſhe becomes 4 Nun?” 

Shell ſoon be over-laiden, 
For ever be undone. 


O Sir, I have too long conceal'd what I now with 
had been diſclos'd before I love the virtuous 
Clara, in private I have courted her, nor did ſhe 
give me Cauſe to think ſhe diſapprov'd my Suit. 
Dund. pauſes. Look you, Count, I have always 


profeſs'd a Friendſhip for you; believe me to be 
. a Perſon in whom you may confide, and to con- 
vince you of my — you ſhall have an Op- 


portunity 


L 18 ] 
portumity of N my Niece If. you 
cam obtain her Conſent, I will — you Ten Thou- 


Land Pounds in Exxhiſh Mon „che Da make 
Her yout Bride-— N 19 2 9 
2 0 Wi Ty. 1185 art doubly kind. = 


A t + 


AF R VII. Oka wolle Rue was dum, 


* 


© Tim Olof Lee ſri as, OTE 
At y languid lim now eheriſh 3 

=P D. thou reclaim the leamteus Dame, 

oe i Debus: N per. 


* ? 


| Come, Sir, let us haften 70 tit är == Tithe ; iS 


on che Wing, And cher Monat is am Age to 
_=_ „F 
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Aer II. Sorxs 1. 


SCENE, a ſer Feng DI 


Euter Lady Woodmore in a Paſſion, Jon; a I 
Mrs. Skilful. 


Skil. UD! Madam, what i is the matter ? x 


IL. Wood. Certainly no Woman ever 

met with ſuch a Diſappointment. — 

Oh! it is not to be borne—— no, not to be 
borne — Shall I tell you, Mrs. Skilful I was 
within half a Minute, of being made the happieſt 
Woman in the World Hark you [ She whiſpers] 
it was even ſo, when the unſeaſonable Approach 

of my Uncle, embitter'd all my Joy. 

Skil. May che Deſire. of a Maid of Seventeen, 
and the Impotence of a Man of Seventy-Seven be 
his Portion. 

L. Wood. In leſs than half an Hour 1: am BY 


meet my dear Count again. 


AIR IX. Give Ear to my FolickſomeDitry. 


I value rot all India's Treaſure, 
No Riches I wat, or deſire; 
Stol'n Joys, methinks, give double Pleaſ: ure, 


Stola 709 5 {hail nom crown my Deſire. 
C 2 SCENE, 


4 my; | zz 
g 0 OO 
e 


eee Docet. 


[20] 


scEN E, A Room in a Monaſtry.. 


Enter Antonio. | 
9 To be Father Confeſſor to a Nunnery 
requires an Herculean Conſtitution, Enter Robin, 
and liſtens. ] If the Sins of the Fleſh were not ve- 
nial, Heaven knows what would become of Nuns 
and Friars! 
Rob. This goes well — Fortune has anticipated 
my Deſire, and if I improve not the Advantage, 
may I be call'd an inſignificant Tool. [Exit, 
Axton. Exceſs is always prejudicial, and ema-, 
ciates the Body, but a moderate Uſe of Things is 
moſt conducive to make us look hale and ſan- 
guine — I can confirm my Aſſertion with an Ex- 


Enter a Servant. 
Serv. Father, the Heer Vun Dunder, Burgoma- 


ſter of Bruſſels, defires your Company. 5 


Anton. | come — [ Exit Servant. J Clara is his 


Niece ; but though ſhe is now under his Care, I 


ſhall ſoon have her under me—A delicious young 
Girl! 


Ri. Take a young Virgin of fifteen Years. 


We claim Tithe of moſt Things now under the Sun, 
the- Pigs, and Dit be- Pullets, wby not the Tythe- Nun? 
We eaſe ber, aud pleaſe ber,careſs ber,and pre js ber 
And make ber a Mother, as ſure as a Gun : © 
With Preaching and Teaching her Senſes beguile, 
With Toying, mt cloying, ber Body defile, - 
With Sport, ' 
Us'd at Court, 
And Pleaſure 
At Leiſure, 
Fier Fancy wetickle, and make ber to fr. [Ex. 
| SCENE, 


{ 22] 
SCENE, 4 Bom. 


Enter Clara and Court Wriggle. 


_ Cla. Count, deſiſt, my Reſolution's fixt, and 
nothing ſhall diffuade me from it. 

C. Wrig. Conſider, Clai 4, O conſider, ere it 
is too late. 

Cla. I have bade pondered well on what 
Jam to do, and from 1 Uncle 8 Houle ſhall go 
with Pleaſure. 

C. Wrig. O Clara! 

Cla. This for thy Comfort, C Count; a weal thy n 
Maid ſhall ſoon and unexpettedly reward your 
Love. 

C. Wrig. O never, never — If from this Day 
when you your felt immure, I think, or look 
on Woman as a Lover, may Heaven —— 

Cla. Hold, uſe no Iraprecations : — ſuch un- 
guarded Expreſſions are ungrateful to my Ear, 
Who am going 
C. Wrig. To a Nunnery, a Priſon, from whence 
there is no Egreſs— there cloyſter d up you mult - 

remain, and not but Death can ſet you free — 
Reflect, my Cara, on your raſh Reſolves ; for Na- 
ture ne'er deſign d that thy ſoft Skin, th tender 
Limbs ſhould undergo the Pennanceof ps and 
Locks, of Bolts and Iron-bars — To riſe at Mid- 
night in the hoary Winter — to be-denied all in- 
nocent Diverſion — to fit long froſty Hours, till 
the cold Cramp has ſeiz d on every Joint — to 
- faſt and weep, till your pale Countenance diſplays 

the Rigor o che Prieſt, are Leſſons hard, too hard 
for you to learn. Vet theſe, and more than theſe 
you do, if you perſiſt in your Deſign. 
= Cla. O'my Conſcience I believe him — Well, 5 
ſure he is the firſt Lover that ever talk'd with 


Renta | 


[ 22 
Reaſon. 11 Ä J- Though I muſt own my Bur- 


den will be heavy, yet Cuſtom will make it 
lighter. 


C. rig. Be not too credulous, your Conſti- 
tution's weak, and cannot undergo ſuch great Fa- 


tigues; their Weight will bear you down, and you 

mult ſink beneath it. | ; 
Aua. Sure ſhall find leſs Oppreſſion in one houſe, 
than when expos d to the open World; and Vir: 


tue, when ſecur'd by Walls, in Safety reſts, and 
fears no deadly Foes. 

C. Wrig. True Virtue wants no Ramparts of 
Defence; ſhe'll bravely ſtare Temptation in the 
Face, and keep her Ground in Spite of Oppoſi- 
tion; but, Shes confin*d, looks like a gilded 
Counter, and gives the Wor Id juſt Cauſe to Jak 
the will not bear the Touch-ftone. 


AIR XI. Mogey Lawder. 


A Numer is but a Snare, 
Jo catch Prieft-ridden Widgeon ;, 
A Trap laid to trepay the Fair, 
And baited with Religion 
Loſt Liberty they ſoon deplore, 
And in Confinement languiſh ;, 
With Tears they view the fatal Door, 
Aud bire 2 in Anguiſh. 


5 


Enter Pert. 


Pert. Madam, your Uncle has ardered me to 
let you know that Father Aitoxio waits to _ 
wh the Laſt Office. 


Cla. 1 will attend him. 


C. Wrig. 


1 


v 23] 
c. Wrig. If! could entertain an evil Thought 
of Clara, I'd tell this goatiſn Friar that what he 


calls the Laſt Office, 1s but A Prelude to what I 
bluſh to name. 


Pert. Twill be a prelude to ſomething which I 
ſhould not bluſh to name; I know, but you lit 
tle imagine what it is. | 

C. Wrig. I imagine what is too true. 

Pert. You do not. 

C. Wraig. Ido. 

Pert. 1 ſay, no. 

C. Wrig. 1 ſay, yes. 

Pert. And I fay, no, no, no — Let Time make 
the Diſcovery. - | 

Cla. What is the matter ? | 

Pert. The Gentleman and I were arguing * 
a Critical Point, and I was reſolved to maintain 


the Woman's Privilege, i in having the Laſt Word. 


Dund. without. Niece, Niece. 
dla. My Uncle calls — — Farewell, Sir, and be aſ- 


8 ou ne er ſhall want my Prayers, and my 


beſt Wiſhes. [ Got 
C. Wrig. 16 farewell. [. Sighs.] 
Clara returns. 


Cla. You muſt promiſe to grant me one thing. 
C. Wrig. Name it. 


Cla. That you will be preſent w I reſign 


my ſelf. 


C. Wrig. Madam, you ſhall be obey'd, though 


your Requeſt docs, lke a poiſon'd Arrow, carry 


Death with it. 
Cla. All Happineſs attend you. LExit. 


[The Count ſtands * a melancholy Poſture] 
AIR 


[4] 
AIR XII. Happy Groves. 


Oh ! bow fruit le ſs is my Lobe! 
Al my Hopes abortive prove; 
Ob ! the charming, charming Fair, 
Has plunged me in Deſpair. 
Soft Careſſes, 
Chaſt Embraces, 
Are for ever gone; 
Now forſaken by the Nympb, 
0 Fate I muſt bemoan. 


[Pert leers upon the Count.] = 
Pert. Poor half - broken - hearted Gentleman 
How dejected he looks !— Well, Men may boaſt 
their Wiſdom and ſuperior Reaſon ; but, o my 
Soul, the wiſeſt of them are Womens Fools — 
If we knew the true Value of Liberty, we would 
not ſurrender it to that imperious Creature, Man. 


AIR XII. When Sawey firſt did woe me. 
When Lovers firſt draw near us, 
©." - They come with Hat in Hand, 
But ſoon as they enſnare us, 
Lide Tyrants they command. 


„I Thex let us uſe our Power, 
' Whilſt Freedom we can boaſt, 
For in one fatal Hour 
It is for ever loſt. 


Is the Lady gone, Sir? 


C. Wrige 


U 25 


C. Wrig. For ever gone from me. 23 5 
Pert. Now if I had n rien to be good 
humour's, I could Won rwive your languld Spi- 


"c Wrig. "There i is no room for Comfort; 3 no, 
not for 10 ſmall. a Portion as Hope. 

Pert. By my Maiden-head Iam 8 Red 

C. Wrig. That Toy, I doubt, has been ſhip- 
wreck d, ke many a Court-Lady's Honour. 

Pert. Now, by Venus, I am a Virgin; but don't 
deſign to continue long in that Station. 

C. Wrig. Let me adviſe you by all means to 
- uſe the Remnant of Time that is" allotted you; 

otherwiſe Your BENE _ rb os to 
lead Apes — 

Pert. Say you fo; good Mr. Fortune-teller. 

C. Wrig. Fortune-teller! ha! Epauſes. — Has 
my Intrigue with Lady Woodmore' beer diſcovered? 
[_ aſide. ] — Hark you, Pert, anſwer one Queſtion; 3 
anſwer it with Sincerity, 1 

Pert. 1 muſt not, dare not, will not—Unhand 
me, Sir; III ſwear you area very rude— ' 

1 Wrig. So, all's loſt — Here, like ſome ſhip- 
erk d Marriner, I ſtand, whoſe floating Plank has 
left him on a Rock; beneath His Feet he ſees the 
gaping Waves ready to deyour him, and'if he up- 
wards caſts his Eyes, thedreadful Precipicee ſtrikes 
his Soul with Horror, At laſt, with feeble Limbs, 
ſcarce able to ſupport his Body, he ſtrives to 


climb, endeavourmg to 2 a Lite, lcare: ce 
worth the Trouble. 


[He walks, then Pads and pas] 


Exter Robin i in haſte. 


- Rob. Sir, Sir—by Saturn, my Maſter looks as ful- | 
len as if he had married a young buxom Widow in 


D Ex 


ELD 


[26 1 
Expectation of al Fortune, and ſhe. prov'd at 
luaſt to be a e Bie, mann in rr. 
Lide. ] 

Al K XIV, The Abbot of cee. 


"Ip this be the Fruit of the Thing we call Love, 
2 rat * 1 Lond my end inn prove 20 


e 


- Which n now 1 be Homeſy, quite out of Kain. y 
DEG IL ' Dirt datos dc. + 


S, good N ok very good News, Sir. 
03 CG. ng. Not for me. "1% a 
', Rob. Why, Sir, are you not my Maſter? 
C. Wris- This is not a Time for trifling. 
-- Rob. I don't know, Sir, what you may call = 
fling 3 but I come to relate Wp to ma 
great Moment. 53 = | 
C. Wrig. proceed. 
' Rob; Vou muſt acknowledge, Sir, that I = 
been active and diligent in your Service; now Sir, 
having laid before me the Example of a ſage Poli- 
tician, I began to tamper. with the She-favorite, 
Who, poor Soul! readily. approved my Scheme, 
being very ſenſible it no way thwarted her good 
Lady's thr As I am to att the principal 
part, methinks when I appear with my whi 
Staff in my Hand, I ſhall FE as great as a L. 
— 1 always thought I ſhould be a ein 


C. Wrig. To the Purpoſe. 
Rob. Fo the Purpole, Sir? — if you will take 
care to play your Part to the Purpoſe, I believe 
you will have no Cauſe to repent — Not to keep 
you OT in Br Fae ence, I muſt tell you, Sir, 
Cara goes this Night into Bed, nd you 
A er 


* 
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after her —— ſhe lies in your Arms, o or you in 
hers — take your: Choice, Sir. 

C. Wrig. Now, Sir, I muſt tell you that this is im- 
poſſible; for Clara is preparin 12 make her Con- 
teſſion, which done, ſhe i arttly retites from 
the World, and goes into a Nunnery. 

Rob. Into Wedlock you mean - Sir, did I ever 
deceive you — to let you ſee that I am not a ſhal- 
low-pated Fellow, I will draw in the Prieſt to fa- 
vour our Deſign, or, at leaſt, he ſhall nat marr it; 
and the Devil is in the Dice if we can fall, when 
the Clergy are on our Side — But, Sir, 1 muſt de- 
fire your Purſe and your Abſence, having a . 
urgent Occafion for $67 
Wrig. Your Re eft ſhall be inted: 

[Gives bis P uf and _ 


Wee Robin, with Lady Woodmere! : 


IL. Mood. Be quick, be diligent, and ll 9 7 
555 doubly [Gives him Money, Exit Rob. J 
How impatient is Defire! O rn y Mars, I do 
conjure du to aſſiſt me now, and. pro oper 9 20 
Undertaking, _ [Ex 

Enter Sir Timothy and Robin. ; 

| Rob. Truly, Sir Timothy, you have a large Ac- 
compt to make with your Lady, and Debts of that 
Nature muſt be paid. 

Sir Tim. I tell you, Sir, I am fo much 2 Man of 
Quality, that I will not ay Debts of any Nature, 
except they have been fonourably Mntratted; * 
mean at Cards or Dice — Where is Pert? 
Rob. You will find her onthe Couch in the Draw- 
ing- room; there ſhe lies, like a Hare in her Form, 
approach and caſt your ſelf upon her. 


or T m. Here Robin. 8 =_ Moy] 
| AIR 


Arn RV. * Come deer lis b x 8 
d beet Bliſs! © 
1 My Mouth does water fa be aller, 

O Sweet Bliſs 1. | BF F 


„ 
£ & » o - - * 


Naw for a melting Ki 1. 


e ee the Finer ©: 09 . 


7 With Caution Tl Hen near, 
* when I nieet my a Dear, 
Praſerile all her Fear. _ 


She is n and tend &, 5 yet] could wiſh ſome- 
body had had the firſt Slice. Cx 
Kob. Methinks, 1 am not unlike ſome of our 


Engliſh Lawyers, ho wall {ke a Fee from Plantiff 


and Defendant—Did the old Man imagine that I 


would ſuffer him to raiſe a Flame in my little Pert, 
which he cannot quench — I doubt not his ha- 
ving an Inclination to the Kernel, but to crack the 


. 


* 


Shell is a Task too difficult for Him. He now has 


one more ſuitable to His Years. 


A 1. R XVI. The Piſippointment. 


- PTis #0 bard matter to gueſs what 
T be Knight and Lady would be at ; 

For more than one Thing ſke does prepare, 
_ Hoping hereafter ſhe may have an Heir; 

Means and Ways, 
Fancy to pleaſe, | 
The Knight expects little Pert to 41 ſcover ; 
| But, tho elate, 

Tet curſed Fate, 

"Witt quickly betray the * Lover. 4 


15 


Act III. 80 ENE I. 


SCENE, A Chamber. 


Enter ; Clara rob dreſs d, Pert pinning ber Gown. 


Pert. CO —— I am thinking, Madam, if ſome 
unhappy Accident ſhould prevent the 
Count from coming in tune — — 

Cla. It would retard, but not ſpoil my Deſign. 
If he be punctual in the Performance of his Pro- 
mile, I will generouſly.grant him an Habeas Cor- 
pu, and be ſhall carry me away at once; but if 

e protracts the Time, I will pray an Injunction 
to hinder Proceedings. 

Pert. As I hope to be happy, Madam, you talk 
Law as if you had ſerv'd five Years under an At- 
torney — 7 
Ala. But let us not go too Gr, leſt we imitate 
the Gentlemen of the long Robe, and degenerate | 
into Nonſenſe. 

Pert: If we ſhould be guilty, 1 hope our firſt 
Fault will be excus'd, fince the Law yers daily 
commit infinite Errors of that kind without a 
Bd. 


/ 


Euter 


T1 


5 Euter van e 
| Dun. Come, come, Niece, the Prieſt grows 
a impatient ; thou art as tedious in dreſſing as if 
_ Odfo! Pert, I think your Miſtreſs looks more like 
2 Bride, than one that is deſign'd to be a Nun. 

Pert. O'my Conſcience I think fo too — Well, 
that Face was ne er intended for a Nunnery ; and 
thoſe Hands were made for a Work more agree- 
able to Fleſh and Bod, than to ſtitch Night- 
caps for ſome fornicating Cardinal, 


A 1 R XVII. Charming is your War Cc. 


Who can ſee the charming Fair, 

Who bebold ber Mein and Air, 
And not fall a Sacrifice 

Jo ſuch lovely killing Eyes? 


: N 


Hermits ſoon would quit their Cells, 

Did they know what Pleaſure dwells, 
What Delight in Beauty's Charms, - 

And find Head n in Clara' s Arms, 


Dun. Peace, Huſſy, ſuch Words may dee 
thr Mind, and cauſe her to entertain Thoughts of 
this World. 
Pert. Truly, Sir, there is not much SatisfaCti- 
on in Thoughts alone—Well, well, Myn Heer, I 
am miſtaken if my Miſtreſs Clara does not this 
Night entertain the Man ſhe loves. Alu. 1 
Dun. Let us haſten, Niece. 
Ca. Sir, lam ready. 


Euter 


, - * „ - W- HL IE 2 ; * N 
* - 
4 Fat 
* . 
1 mn 
— 
. 
[ 5 
- LO 


. Enter Lady Woodmore: / AAN 


L. Wood. In what unlucky Hour was 1 born, 
that nothing proſpers which I take in Hand: 4 
I met the Count with a Widow's Flame, and us 
the Art of knowing Woman; but he, NE 

of my ardent Wiſh, could not, or, what I great- 
ly fear, would not —Gods I what a a Change can 
half an Hour produce Aars ne'er embrac'd 
his Venus with. more Vigour than the falſe Count 
held me in his Arms, when meagre Envy ſent my 
old Uncle to interrupt us; but when Time and 
Place conſpir'd to make me happy, he play'd the 
eee Part of Vulcan—a mere Re Res 200 


Enter 4 Servant; 


$5; Madam, this Letter was left with the Por- 
ter for your Ladyſhip. 


[Lady Woodmore reads the Letter. 15 


I. Wood. Ha!—Is Skillful in the Houſe? 12 7 

Serv. No, Madam. 1 

L. Wood. Run, and tell her 1 mult ſpeak with 
her this Inſtant, _ LEx. ſeverally.. 


| [Scene a Room, with the PiBure of K. Anthony; 
2 ſitting in a — and . knee= 
ling by him; being a Repreſentation of a dumb 
Confeſſion. He fi ſes and croſſes Clara. Ro- 

bin enters, ard ſtands bebind the Chair. ] 
Anton. Take my Benedittion, Daughter, and 
depart in Peace; nothing remains but to make a 


Refignition of your ſelf to St. Bridget in the Pre- 
_ of your Relations. 


Bridget No, no, good Father, my 
Heat is Fi ory inclin'd 0 L. 


41 


3 ps ' M4 


[4] 


AIR XVIII. © Jenny, lenny, where haſt, Ge. 


gk 0 Father, you ow have miſs'd your Am, 


" n "tis ſaid, Jon Mes was WAY 50 
— - Tet I will A 
7 Who, but a Fool, will dies a Maid * Chkait. 


Kb. Aitonio Ry 

Anton. Ha! I ſhould "ri that pl Voice. 
proceeded from the Portrait of good St. Authom, 
af I did not know that. Pictures are nothing elſe 
than what the Limner pleaſes to make them ; and 
yet Prieft-craft Sim us to infuſe contrary. No- 


tions into the Minds of the Populace, and they 


poor Souls! eaſily believe ee We r S 
upon them. 

Rob. Antonio ö 

Anton. Again — this is portentous ! lx. 

Rob. Antonio, draw near —nearer—and on thy 
Life, I charge thee to keep thy Eyes fixed upon 
the Ground. 80 — Thou haſt a hot polluted 
Heart, and I now warn thee of approaching Ven- 
geance, which nothing but Repentance can avert ; 
and leſt you ſhould forget my e907 let 


| this bethy Remembrancer. 


.. [Robin ſtriker bim with his white Staff; 8 
runs forward, and falling down, cries out Mea 


Culpa, Mea maxima Culpa. Ex. Robin. 


Euer Van Dunder, Clara, Court Wright e ert 
Rr = 

a; Aitonio-0n the Ground! — raiſe him, 
Anton. Confiteor, Confiteor. 
Dun. Bring my Bottle of Geneva— 39, f, he 


recovers— How. is it, good Father ? Anton, 


\ 


* * 


(BJ. 
Anon. croſſes bimſelf. Scarce had I bleſs d, and 


ſent; this Virgin from me (points to Clara) when in 
a hollow Voice, the Saint, to whoſe Care I re- 


commended you, calld me by my Names, I an- 


ſwer'd, and, by his Directions, nearer came; he 
then did give me pious Admonition, but, daring 
to lift up my Eyes, contrary to his Command, 
his radient Beams moſt juſtly ſtruck me to the 
Ground. | „„ 14 
Rob. I find the Prieſt is poſſeſs d with the Devil, 
and not the Spirit — Oonds! he tells as many 
Lies in a Minute, as a Nobleman's Porter. LAſide. 
Dun. Father, have you any further Commands 
for Cara? · | = 
Anton. She knows my laſt Inſtructions, which 
done, I will conduct her to the ſacred Manſion. |, 
C. Wrig. Why falls not ſome friendly Thunder. 
bolt upon my Head, thar I may not ſurvive what 
Clara is about to utter? : 3; 
Cla. Here in the Preſence of Heaven and way : 
without Conftraint, I do refign my Perſon an 
my Fortune, to the Man who merits both. 
[She throws berſelf into the Count's Arms. 

C. Wrig. O! let me hold thee ever to my 
Heart, thou wonderful Excellence Eg ap 
Anton. Impious ! thus to delude the Holy Vir- 
gin, to cheat the good St. Bridget thus will draw 
down Vengeance due to Crimes moſt black — It 
muſt not, thall not be endur'd—[ He offers to take 
ber from the Count.] | C 

Ci. Wrig. Touch her not, I charge thee, for, 
by the Honour of my Sword I ſwear, if thy pol- 
luted Hands come near her, thy Prieſthood 1hall 
not ſave thy Life, 5 

_ Cla. Dear Count forbear ; he knows I have put 
my ſelf out of his Power. ; | 


B 


= 


[4] 


4 I R RN. We cheated the Puſan, Oe! 


Lite Oittiers diſcarded the filly Prieſt looks, - 

He's aw in the Mouth, and is off from the Hooks, 

| „ Of from the Hooks, 
5 Off from the Hooks, 


Be s down i in, &c. 


bene did this ſandiſy'd 8 Aar, = 
Fer * to have made me a Polly Cadiere, 
Polly Cadiere, 
3 Polly W xc 
| 1 thought to haue, &c. 


Anton. Myn Heer, 1 demand * Warrant to 
ee them. ; 


Dun. dare not grant it. 


Anton. I will excommunicate them, thunder 
RES s againſt them; Dungeons, Whips and 
Racks ſhall be their Portion—V /holeſome Seve- 
rities are neceſſary, 

C. Wrig. There ſpoke the Genius of the Sons 
of Rome — Hark y Father — did you learn the 
Doctrine of wholſome Severities from one of our 

Engliſh Prieſts, or was he inſtructed by you? 

Look you, Sir, we value not your empty Threa N 
your Anathema's, or Inquiſition z,\there's an A 
ſylum in the Britiſh Enxoy s Rouſe, a Place of 
greater Safety than the Horns of Jour Altar. 
Aion. Blaſphemy ! Blaſphemy! Ahn Heer — 
[They talk aſide. J 
Rob. Well, Pert, ſhall we follow. the Example 


of our Superiors, and not be terrified at the 
Friar” s Menaces ? | 


Pert. 


* 


catches it. This may be a means to ſtop the com- 
ing Evil. [She gives him the Purſe again] | 


{ 35 1] 


Pert. His 1 Words ſal, neer aſfright 
t 


me - But, Robin, I am thinki at if we mond 
commit this fooliſh thing, call d Matrimony, Po- 
verty I fear would 2 — us live like Man and 


Wike, ill- natur d to one another. 


Rob. Say you ſo? [He toſſes a Purſe, and ſhe 


Anton. Marry a Heretick !— Engliſhmen are the 


worſt Hereticks, 


C. Wrig. Let me tell you, Father, that Englifh 


Hereticks, as you call them, have maintain d an 
Argument for ten long Years againſt all Oppoſers; 


and the beſt Men, that Frauce or Saiu could 
boaſt, were ſoon laid flat, or turn'd their Backs, 


A1 R XX. A Soldier and a Sailor, Gb. ; 


When Marlbro* did command Us, 
The French could not withſtand a] 
. Ingloriouſly they ran, Sir, 3 
When Britons led the Van, Sir, 
They knew how we could fight. 


We valued not the Plunder, 
But with our Britiſh Thunder 
Me drove em down like Hail, Sir, 
Their Feet did not avail, Sir, 
To bl ave their Heads by Plight. 


Dun. This is true, as I am a Magiſtrate. 
Rob. I muſt inter poſe. L Aide. ] — Father, a 


Word with you — Here are Fifty Piſtoles in this 


Purſe ; theſe and as many more are at your Ser- 
vice, if you will falve this Matter — Say, have I 


e your good Grace? 


E 2 ph Anton. 


- Io i ol. New th. wer e 2 nee" aulalte. het roars ena 


| 8 . P — 22 We” I arts, „„ 
8 E ** — ; N : * of; 10 „ 
8 "=" 
- - * « . 8 
0 « * . 1 


Ta 1 


Aton. bent t me not — Think you that I am 
a N 2 of ſome Country -Borough, who gives 


his Vote for Gold, and ſells his Country and his 


Liberty ? 
Rob. Then, Sir, the Saint, whoſe Picture is 


behind you, commands to let you know, tis 
time that you put in Practice what he told you, 
leſt you receive a ſecond Token thus (makes a 

Motion with his Hand) Faith, Sir, to deal inge- 


nuouſly with you, I was the Mock-Samt, but 


did not deſign to ftrike you to the Ground. 


Anton: How ! 
Rob. Moſt true did im poß upon you, and 


hope you will forgive et. Sins of the Fleſh 


& Are venial, or Heaven knows what will become 
* Nuns, Prieſts and Friars” —ls it not ſo, 


Father? 


Anton. Ha! CLpauſes.] Robin, be ſilent all 


things ſhall go well Give me the Purſe. 


Reb Excuſe me, Father, you are no Burgher 
of a Country-Borough, and conſequently want 
no Bribe— Now, Father, approve the Match, or 


PI] diſcover all ¶He goes to bis Maſter.] The 


Prieſt has refuſed the Gold, but will comply 


without it; and I hope, Sir, you have more 


Honour, than to accept what he deſpiſes. 
C. eig. Inſinuating Rogue! — I give what 
Gold is in the Purſe to Pert, as a part of her Por- 


rion. 


Cla. 1 will Adiible the Sum. . ' 
Pert. Accept our Thanks to both, for we have 


no other way to ſhew our Gratitude. 


Anton. My Zeal, Ahn Heer, o *rwhelmed me; 3 


maturely I've confi der'd ev'ry Circumſtance, and 

- fince your Neice has made rio formal Reſignation 
bf herſelf to good St. Bridget, nor has renoun- 
"RE. Ced our pure Rel gion, the merits Abſolution. 


Enter 


— 
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Enter Lady Woodmore. 


1. Wood. I come in time to bid my Coufin adieu 
Clara, you will ſoon be happy. ' | 
dla. I doubt it not. 

I. Wood. Count, I have ſomething to aper 
to ou — Read this Letter. | 

CG. Wrig. Ha! Sir Timothy dead! 

I. Wood. Ves— Now, Sir, I am Miſtreß of a 
large Eſtate; can Ten Thouſand Pounds per An- 
mm win your Love? —if ſo,” command my Mo- 
ney and my Perſon. 

C. Wreg.. You are a generous Lady But Clara 
is all the World to me - Our Hearts and Souls ſo 
firm are knit that nothing but Death can ſeperate 
us, and we only wait for the ceremonial Rite. 
I. Wood. Clara! —G my foreboding Heart! 
is this the Reſult of her fate Promiſe? L Aide! 
Have you forgot what was ſo lately rl ? 

C. Wrig. I well remember what I night have 
done, and call to mind the Work unfiniſh'd. | 

L. Wood. Like an old Criminal much Art you 
uſe, endeavouring to elude the Charge; but 1 
1 4 living Witneſs to atteſt what you have * 

miſe 


C. Mig. produce your Evidence. 


Eater Skillfal, running. 


$81. 1 proteſt, Madam, J expetted to have found 
your Ladyſhip in Labour. 

L. Wood. My Mind indeed is on the Rack; but 
=—["they whiſper. ] Do you know this Gentleman ? 

Stil. Yes, Madam; and I aſſure you he is a Gen- 
tleman in every Inch. 


L. Wood: He TN whiſpers again. 
| 0 ung. 


C. Wrig. Hark you, Mrs. Sula, is Perjury, 
as well as Bawding, a Branch of your Profeſſion. 
Seil. 1 little expected a Queſtion ſo uncivil from 
you, who know me, Sir. 
C. Wrig. Let me once more peruſe that Letter, 
Madam — Ha, ha, ha, tis r are you 
inted with this Writing 
Fob. Yes, Sir, I will — the Plot. [Exit 
C. Wrig. Now, Madam, to ſecure your Repu- 
tation, be filent; 1 will not expoſe your Ladyſnip, 
but muſt tell you, you ane d the Man, you 
little did expect. 


Enter Sir Timothy othy me Robin. 

Dun. Sir Timothy! Welcome, doubly welcome. 

L. Wood. Had I not Reaſon, Skillful, to com- 

plain, when big with Hopes of a young, airy Lo- 

ver, I meta uſeleſs, dull, old Rand That 
Vilain, Robin, has deceiv d mn... 


A 1 R XXI. I am a poor Shepherd undone. 


No Woman ſure under the Sun _- 
Had ever ſuch Luck as 1; 79 
By Parents for ever undone, 
My Folly I nom deſcry. 
To Age I was wedded, not join d, 
For they bad contrived it ſo; 
Jo Youth my Heart was inclin'd,, 
Obedience bas caus'd my Wore. 
Ad, alas, poor Woman! [ 
0 bebe is deep Deſpair, 
IT wiſh — but tis in Vain, 
1 wiſh, that I bad an Heir. 


Sir Timothy, I hear ou can — of your 
Favours, 325 1 8 | 

Sir Tim. I underſtand you — 

L. Wood. Then to inform you, call to mind the 


Drawing-R oom Your Wickedneſs with Pert is 
come to 


pert. With me, Madam, 1 defy. your Lady» 


ſhip to prove me guilty of an immodeſt Ac- 
ton! oy adviſe Cong be more circumſpect, 


my Lady, and not Soda others with Crimes of 


which you are guilty. 
Sir Tim. I am betray'd! 


Aue! 


C. Wrig. Myn Fleer, let us uſe our Endeavours 


to reconcile Sit Timothy and his Lady. 
Skil. 1 fear the Breach is not lo eaſy to be 
. 
Cla. Let us all uſe our Intereſt. 
Dun. Neice, tell me your Grief. © - 
C. Wrig. Permit me co relate it—Sir Timothy 


came from Ghent this Morning, to be a Tenant at 


Will to Pert; but Robin, who was entruſted with 
the Secret, ordered it 5 that the Knight” gain'd 
Poſſeſſion of his own - Premiſes —this was a Dil- 


appointment to him, and no great Satisfaction to 
his Lady. 


Dun. A Slip, a Slip - *—m_ Come, Neice, receive 7 
him kindly— S0 — One thing more remains —. 


Here, Count, take this Girl, and with her tale 
Twenty Thouſand Pounds. 


C. Wrig, Thus on my. Knees the PORN I re- + 
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„AIR XIII. Trip to the Ju 


HM Sir Tim. Let's baniſh all Care and Surrow, 3 


A The bane wes ak To-mor row 


Pan an Dun. Then merrily ſpend your Tims Bot 13; | 
n Love and generous Wine, l 


%* —— * 0 774 
1 . 


5 . : And, while you are in your Prime, 1 
8 Carouſe till your Noſes ſhine : 8 i 
bd c Wrig. And be that denies to jon, 


3 1 e TIF! Top et 


* Al ſuch Phlegmatick Company. | 


